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laughed at us, and pretended that
they were starving and would groan
and rub their stomachs and say,
"Nlchts zu essen," to each other, and
then grab a big hunk of bread and
eat it. What we did not say to them
was very little Indeed. We were cer
talnly wild If any men ever were.

Then some of us said we were go-

ing to get some of that bread if we
went west for it. So we started a
fight, and while they were attending to
some of us, the others grabbed and hid
all the bread they could. They rousted
us back into the cars and we were
Just starting to divide up the bread
when they caught us with It and took
it away. We were wilder than ever
then, but we could not do anything.

It got colder after we left Witten-

berg, and the snow blew into the can
through the windows and doors until
we were afraid to sleep for fear of
freezing. It was the worst night I
have ever seen, and the coal bunkers
on the Yarrowdale seemed like a pal-
ace compared to the compartments,
because we could at least move around
In the ship, while In the train we could
not move at all, and were packed so
close that we could not even stretch
our legs and arms. Some of the men
did die, but not In my compartment,
though most of us were frost-bitte- n

about the face.
We thought that night would never

end, but day come finally, and though
It seemed to get colder and colder, we
did not mind It so much. At about
eleven that morning, we arrived at a

place called Mlnden and saw a prison
camp there Just n stockade near the
tracks with the boys out In the open.
We waved to them, and they waved
back and gave a cheer-o- h or two. We
felt sorry for them, because we knew
we were not going to that camp, and
from what little we saw, we knew we
could not be going to a worse place
than they were In. I shall never for-

get Mlnden, because it was here that 1

received the only cigarette I had while
I was in Germany.

Hlnden is quite a railway center, 1

guess, and when we pulled Into the
depot we saw many troops going to
the front or coming back. As at all
Important German railway stations,
there was a Red Cross booth on the
platform, with German girls handing
out barley coffee and other things to
the German soldiers. I saw n large
shanty on the platform, with a Red
Cross painted over the door. I saw
the girls giving barley coffee to the
soldiers, and I thought I would have
a try at It and at least be polite
enough to give the girls a chance of

refusing me. I was refused all right,
but they were so nasty about It that I
put down my head and let something
slip. I do not remember Just what It
was, but It was not very compliment
ary, I guess. Anyhow, I did not think
anyone near there understood Eng
lish, but evidently some one heard me
who did, for I got an awful boot that
landed me ten or twelve feet away.
I fell on my hands and knees, and
about a yard awpj 1 saw a cigarette
stub. I dived for It like a man falling
on a football, and when I came up
that stub was safely In my pocket
And It stayed there until I reached
Dulmen and had a chance to light it
behind the barracks. If any of the
other men had amelled real tobacco,
they would probably have murdered
me, and I could not have blamed them
for It.

That was the first and last cigarette
I got In Germany, and you can be-

lieve me when I say that I enjoyed
It There was not much to it, but I
smoked It until there was not enough
left to hold In my mouth, and then I

used what was left and mixed it with
the bark that we made cigarettes out
of. Incidentally, this bark was great
stuff. I do not know what kind of
tree It was from, but It served the
purpose. Whenever a fellow wanted
to smoke and lit one of these bark
cigarettes, a few puffs were enough.
He did not want to smoke again for
some time afterward, and like as not
he did not want to eat either. They
were therefore very valuable.

It Is very hard to get matches in
the camps, and when any prisoner
does get hold of one. It Is made to last
a long time. Here is bow we make a
match last. Some one gives up the
sleeve of his coat and the match is

carefully lit, and the coat sleeve
burned to a crisp. Then we take a

button from our coats the buttons
nre brass with two holes In them
pass a shoestring through the boles,
knot the ends, and with the button In

the center of the string, buzz It around
as you hove seen boys do, with the

string over both hands, moving the
hands together and apart until the
button revolves very fast.

We then put a piece of flint against
the crisped cloth, and buzz the button
against It until a spark makes the

crisp glow, and from this we would

light our bark cigarettes. I do not

think any man In the world could In-

hale one of these bark cigarettes:
some of us tried ond went right to'

sleep.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Lines to Be Remembered.
Good nature will always supply the

absence of beauty, but beauty cannot
supply the absence of good uuture,
Joseph Addison.

BLISTERED MOUTH'

Oklahoma Lady Had Dreadful

Time Before Finding the

Right Remedy Black-Draug-

Seward, Okla. Mrs. Annie Bowlby,
of this place, says in a letter written
tor publication: "I have used Black-Draug- ht

for two years, or more, nndj
will never cease to be grateful for!
what it did for me and mine.

Some time ago, my mouth broke out
with blisters. I had a vile taste In my
mouth, all slick and disagreeable. I
seemed to have a great deal of inward;
fever. I suffered with my back and
kidneys. ...

I was so nervous, it was dreadful.
I would almost cry I suffered so. I'
had gas on the stomach and pains but,1
as I said, the pain and . . . trouble
was most severe. I had the doctor
und used several medicines without
result

Still hurting and suffering, I began
to use Thedford's Black-Draugh- t,

making It into a tea, and using a
teaspoonful dose at a time in hot
water. I gradually got better, my
liver began to act, the fever went
down and I have never had any more
trouble of this kind.

There Is no other medicine so good
as Black-Draugh-

You will say that too, when you
have given Thedford's Black-Draug-

I trial
It is a good medicine.

Buy a package today.
All druggists sell Black-Draug-

Strong Woman.
A young woman working in overalls

at the Northern Pacific freight house,
Beath, Mont., cun pick up a d

piano on her truck' and run off with
it as readily as most of the readers
of this paper can pick up and walk
off with a d suit case. In her
working clothes she resembles a sixteen-

-year-old boy, but, dressed as a
woman, she is very much a woman,
and a young woman of prepossessing
appearance, too. She weighs only
about 130 pounds, Is 5 feet 4 Inches
tall and has feet and hands smaller
than those of the average woman.

Yet, her foreman says, she Is aa
efficient a "trucker" as any man.

Important to all Women

Readers of this Paper

Thousands upon thousands of women
save kidney or bladder trouble and never
suspect it

Womens complaints often prove to be
nothing else but kidney trouble, or the
result of kidney or bladder disease.

If the kidneys are not in a healthy con-
dition, they may cause the other organs
to become diseased.

You may suffer pain In the back, head-
ache and loss of ambition.

Poor health makes you nervous, irrita-
ble and maybe despondent; it makes
anyone so.

But hundreds of women claim that Dr.
Kilmer's Swamp-Root- , by restoring
health to the kidneys, proved to be just
the remedy needed to overcome such
conditions.

A good kidney medicine, possessing
real healing and curative value, should
be a blessing to thousands of nervous,

women.

Many send for a sample bottle to sea
what Swamp-Root- , the great kidney
liver and bladder medicine will do for
them. Every reader of this paper, who
has not already tried it, by enclosing ten
cents to Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton.
N. Y., may receive sample size bottle by
Parcel Post. You can purchase the
medium and large site bottles at all drag
stores. Adv.

For Long and Happy Life.
Be patient. Keep sweet. Do not

fret or worry. Do your best, and lcavs
results with God.

When Bibv b Teething
OROVSfl BABY BOWSL MBDICINS will

Stomach and Bowel tmnbloB. Perfectly
IJW UirOVMWaSBJ Vaa Mio vvw

The mightiness of the hairpin
ceeds that of the pen and sword.

The greatest bet ever made was the.

alphabet

Look out for Span-
ish Influenza.

At the first sign of

a cold take

QSCARAj$ QUININE

Standard cold remedy fee JO yeart-- m tab)
form asfe, tan. no opiatr brraki up; cold
In 34 hour relieves (lie in 3 days. Money
back If It (!!. The genuine boi hi a Red tc
with Mr. BlU'a picture. A . All On Start.

Foreign Legion of France

also. So, after that, very few of
us drank water from the hydrant I
was scared stiff at first because I had
had some of the water, but after that

did not touch hydrant water.
It was a good thing for us that

there was always plenty of snow In
Germany, and even luckier that the
Huns did not shoot us for eating It

was about the only thing they did
not deprive us of it was not verboten.

I thought I knew what tough cooties
were, in the trenches, but they were
regular mollycoddles compared to the
pets we had In the prison camps. After
we boiled our clothes we would be
free from them for not more than two
hours, and then they would come
back, with thirsting
for vengeance.

The camp at Neustrelits was sur-
rounded by big dogs, which were kept
Just outside the barbed wire. We had
them going all the time. Every once
in a while, some fellow would make
an awful racket, and the next thing
we knew, there was Fritz coming like

shot, with musket at his hip, Just
as they carry them in a charge, and
blowing whistles at each other until
they were blue In the face. When
ever they thought some one was es-

caping, they ran twice as fast as I
ever saw them run, except when the
Foreign Legion was on their heels
at DIxmude.

When they got up to the dogs, they
would first talk to them and then kick
them, and after that they would rest
their rifles on the wire nnd yell
"Zuruck I" at us. We all enjoyed this
innocent pastime very much, and we
were glad they had the dogs.

There were some things the Huns
dtd that you Just could not explain,
For Instance, one of the Russians
walked out of the kuche, as we were
passing, and we heard a bang I and
the Russlnn keeled over and went
west. Now, we had not done anything

The First and Last Cigarette.

and the other Russians said he had
behaved himself, worked hard and hnd
never bad any trouble. They Just
killed him, nnd that Is all there was to

It But not one of us could figure
out why.

After we had been at Neustrelits
for three weeks, they drilled us out of
the camp to a railway station, and
stood us in the snow for four hours
waiting for the train. We were ex-

hausted and began falling, one by
one, and each time one of .us fell, the
sentries would yell, "Nlcht krank I"

and give us the rifle butt. We had
our choice of standing up and dying
or falling down and being killed, and
It was a fine choice to have to make.

The can finally pulled In, and as
usual, the windows were smashed, the
doors open, and the compartments Just
packed with snow. When wo saw this,
we knew we were going to get worse

treatment, even, than we had been

getting, and many of us wanted to die.
It had not been unusual for somo of
the men to tell the Germans to shoot
them too, and it seems as though It
was always a man who wanted to live
who did get It and went west.

However, all of us nearly got killed
when we reached Wittenberg. When
the train stopped there, we saw a bls
wagonload of sliced bread on the sta-

tion platform and we all stared at It.
We stood It as long as we could, and
then we made a rush for It. But when
we got nearer, we saw that there were
four sentries guarding It and four
women Issuing It out to the German
soldiers. They would not give us any,
of course.

So we stood around and watched the

Member of the

realizing that they were used to be-

ing
It

under-dog- Fritz picked on them
and bullied them in a way that the
rest of us would not have stood. We
would have rushed them and gone I
west with bayonets first

The barracks were made of spruce,
and were about ninety feet long and
twenty-fiv- e feet wide, and you can
take It from me that as carpenters, It
whoever made them were fine farm-er- a.

There were cracks In them that
you could drive an automobile through.
When we were there, each barracks
had a stove In the center, a good stove
and a big one, but at first it was of
no use to us, because the Germans
would not give us coal or wood for It.
But after shivering for a while, we be
gan ripping the boards out of the bar
racks, and taking the dividing boards
from the benches that we used for
beds.

Later, tbey gave each of us a mat
tress filled with wood shavings, and a
blanket that was about as warm as a
pane of glass. The mattresses were
placed on the ground In the barracks, a
which were very damp, and after three
or four days, the shavings would be
gin to rot and the mattresses to smell.
In order to keep warm we slept as
close together as we could, which
caused our various diseases to spread
rapidly.

When we were receiving our rations.
the sentries would offer us an extra
ration if we would take a lash from
their belts. We were so hungry that
many and many a man would go up
and take a swat in any part of his
body from the heavy leather belts
with brass tongue and buckle, Just to
get a little more '"shadow" soup or
barley coffee or mud bread.

One morning the sentries picked out
ten men from our barracks, of which
I was one, and drilled us over a field
near the kuche. There was a large
tank in the field and we had to pump
water Into It It was very cold, and
we were weak and sick, so we would
fall one after another, not caring
whether we ever got up or not. Frltx
would smash those who fell with his
rifle butt. We asked for gloves, be-

cause our hands were freezing, but all
we got was "Nlchts."

After we had been there for about
an hour and a half, one of our men

became very sick, so that I thought
he was going to die, and when he fell
over, I reported it to a sentry. Tne
sentry came over, saw him lying in

the snow, yelled, "Schweln, nlcht
krank I" grabbed him by the shoulder,
and pulled him all the way across the
field to the office of the camp com

mander. Then he was placed In the
guard house, where he remained for
two days. The next thing we knew,
the Russians had been ordered to
make a box, and were being marched
to the guard house to put him In It
and bury him.

Another thing at Neustrelitx, that
was pretty hard to stand, was the pret-

ty habit the Huns had of coming up
to the barbed wire and tensing us a

though we were wild animals in a
cage. Sometimes there would be
crowds of people lined along the wire

throwing things at us, and spitting,
and having a great time generally. It
was harder than ever when a family
party would arrive, with voter and
mutter, and maybe grosvater and
grosmutter, and all the little Boche

kinder, because, as you probably
know, the Germans take food with,

them whenever they go on a party,
no matter what kind, and they would

stand there and stare at us like the
boobs they were, eating all the time

and we so hungry that we could

hnve eaten ourselves, almost After

they hnd stared a while, they would

begin to feel more at borne, nnJ then
would start the throwing and spitting
and the "schwelnhund" sangerfesl, and

they would have a great time general-

ly. Probably, when they got home,

they would strike off a medal for
themselves In honor of the visit

Then, too, there were always Hun
soldiers on leave or off duty, whj made
It a point to pay us a visit and though
I do not think they were as bad as the

civvies, especially the women, they
were bad enough.

We hnd one bucket In each barracks,
and as these buckets were used for
both washing nnd drinking, they were

always dirty. We boiled the water
when we washed the clothes, to get
rid of the cooties, and that left a

settling In It that looked Just like red
lead. We had to get the water from
a hydrant outside of the barracks, and
for a while we drank It But after
several of the boys had gone west
and we could not figure out why, a
man told us he thought the water was

poisoned, and a Russian doctor, who
was a prisoner, slipped as word about

CHAPTER
17

I noticed that ail the time be was

writing the word and giving us the
stationery, the sentry was laughing
and bnvlng a great time with bis own
little self, but I figured he was Just
acting German, and that nothing was

Important about It
We were all tickled to death to get

a chance to let our people know where
we were, and each man thought el
long time about what he would say,
and who he would write to, before he
ever started to write. Each man want-
ed to say all he could In the small
space he had, and we wanted to let
our friends know how badly they were
treating us without saying it In so
many words, because we knew the
Huns would censor the letters, and it
would go hard with anyone who com-

plained much. So most of the men
said they were having a great time
and were treated very well, and spread
It on so thick that their friends would
figure they were lying because they
had to.

One fellow had an Idea that was
better than that, though. He had been
in Jail In Portsmouth, England, for
three months, for beating up a con-

stable, and he had had a pretty rough
time. So he wrote a pal of his that
he had been captured by the Ger-

mans, but that everything was going
along pretty well. In fact, be said,
the only other trip ho had ever been
on, where he hod a better time, was
the three months' vacation he had
spent in Portsmouth two years before,
which he thought the friend would re-

member. He said that trip was bet-

ter than this one, so the friend could
figure out for himself how pleasant
this one was. Everybody thought this
was a great Idea, but unfortunately
not all of us had been In jntl, so we
could not nil use It. Which was Just
as well, we thought, because the Ger-

mans would be suspicious If all of us

compared this vacation with others.
A few of the men did not have any-

body they could write to, and some did
not know their friends addresses, so

they would write letters to friends of
the other men, and sign It with the
friend's nickname.

As soon as a man had finished his

letter, he had to go out to the center
of the camp, where they had built a
raised platform. There the sentries
took the letters, and the men formed
around the square. There were offl

cers on the platform reading the let
ters. We thought they read them
there in the open, before us, so that
we would know they were not tamper
Ing with the letters, and we thought
the heaven would fall If they were

getting bo unkultured aa that
Finally, all the men had finished

their letters and turned them over to
the officers, who read them. And then
we saw why the sentry laughed.

The officers tore up every one of the
letters. They were anxious that we
would see them do It so none of us
would have any hope that our friends
would get word.

But we said to ourselves that If it
was Information they wanted, they had
as much as was good for them, which
wis none at all, because I do not think
one letter in the bunch had a single
word of truth In It But we were nil

very angry and pretty low after that,
because It showed the Huns still had

plenty of kultur left, after all, and we
knew there was rough sledding ahead
of us. Also, some of the men were
sore because they had wasted their
time thinking up different ways of tip
ping their friends off to the real state
of affairs, and all for nothing. Why
they should worry about time, I could
not sec. Time was the only thing we
had plenty of, and I for one, thought
we were going to have still more of It

Going back to the barracks we tried
to sing "Pack Up Your Troubles," but
there was not much pep in it We
were not downhearted, though: at
least, we said we were not.

CHAPTER XX.

Kultur the Real 8tuff.
Nenstrelltz was mainly for Russian

prisoners, and there were neither Brit
1st. nor French soldiers interned thew

only sailors of the merchant marlni
such as the men I was with. Tht
Russians were given far worse treat
ment than any other prisoners. This
was for two reasons, as near as I could

make out One was that the Russian
would stnnd most anything, whereas
the British and French could only be

goaded to a certain point, and beyond
that lay trouble. The other reason

was that the Russians sent German

prisoners to Siberia, or at least, so the
Huns thought, and Fritz bates the
cold. So, hating tho Russians, and


